CHAPTER 152 


September 21, 2011 


“Thank god | don’t have to go to school today, because my head is fucking killing 
me.” 


Justin grumbled to himself as he slowly descended the stairs of his house, rubbing 
his temples in pain all the while. His muscles were still sore from whatever it was 
Naoto’s shadow had struck him down with the day prior. He wasn’t going to collapse 
from his organs exploding any time soon or anything like that, but goddamn. It was 
like... Have you ever played Nintendo Wii for too long and for the next week your 
arm felt like it was about to fall off? Of course not, because no one plays the Wii. 
Point being; it stung a lot, but he’d probably be fine. He rubbed his eyes and 
yawned as he made it to the first floor of his house, stretching his arms a bit in an 
attempt at loosening his stiff muscles, at trying to numb the pain just a little. It 
didn’t work too well, but oh well. Not like he had anything he need to do today 
anyway; he’d just sit in front of the television until he could walk a straight line 
without feeling like that thing from Alien was going to burst out of his stomach at 
any moment. 


Strangely, however, as he crept down the stairs of his house to the living room 
below, he was met by a familiar sight out of the corner of his eye. Messing around 
with Donatello and his tank was Maya, sitting there with a rather sad expression on 
her face as she stroked his head with the tip of her index finger. Justin was a little 
confused as to why she was still here, and more importantly why she looked like 
something was bothering her. She should have been happy that they managed to 
rescue Naoto yesterday... Well, not necessarily happy, because she was most likely 
going to try and harass the two of them over what happened in California again, but 
you get the point. Was it just the fact that the murderer was still on the loose? That 
they still had so much left they needed to do before this small town would be at 
peace again? Hell, did it even have to do with the case? Justin slowly and cautiously 
took a seat beside her on the couch, a sympathetic expression on his face. 


“Hey, what’s wrong? Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” Justin questioned, leaning 
forward a bit to try and peer into her eyes. She didn’t so much as turn her attention 
away from the turtle though, her pupils focused intently on Donatello as he bobbed 
his head up and down with pleasure as Maya stroked its head. Looking at Maya 
dead in the eyes right now, Justin could tell something was very clearly a miss; her 
skin was dark under her eyes, perhaps indicating she had been crying at some 
point. “Maya...? Were you... crying?” Justin questioned with concern. 


She nodded timidly after a moment, as if ashamed to admit she had broken down 
into tears over whatever it was she was crying about. Justin stared at her for a 


moment before wrapping his arm around her shoulder in a half hug, as if to lend her 
a shoulder to lean against. She just continued to sit there though, staring at the 
turtle, refusing to tell Justin what was wrong. Justin bit his lip for a moment. He 
really couldn’t help her if she didn’t tell him what was wrong. 


“Come on Maya, you Know you can tell me anything.” Justin tried to reassure her 
that he trust wouldn’t be misplaced telling him what was bothering her. She sniffled 
a bit, and you could practically see tears welling up in her eyes again. It seemed 
Justin had picked some really poor choice in words; for you see, at that moment 
Maya tried to open her mouth again, to speak, but not a sound came out. She 
COULDN'T tell him anything because she couldn’t even talk. Justin’s jaw slowly 
became unhinged, his eyebrows raising with concern. He was smart enough to 
realize what was going on here. “Your voice still isn’t back!?” Justin questioned with 
great worriment. When she had been hit by the Mute Ray or whatever it was the 
day prior, they had all assumed it would be a temporary ailment, something that 
would pass just like any other spell the shadows cast upon them. Tears started to 
roll down her cheeks as she shook her head, afraid of her now missing voice. No 
matter how hard she tried to speak, she couldn’t so much as make a peep. 


Justin quickly jumped off the couch running to the kitchen to shuffle through the 
cabinets in search of something to help. It was a few moments, but he eventually 
came back with quite a few items they had found during their travels in the shadow 
world, items that had usually helped them when they were struck by ailments such 
as this. Ointments, pills, those weird leaves the fox had; you name it, Justin clutched 
them in his arms as he ran over to the couch, tossing them on the table as he 
sorted through them in an attempt at deciding the right medicine for what she had 
contracted. It was a moment before grabbed a hold of a pill bottle he had taken out 
of the cabinet a moment earlier. 


“Alright, Maya, take a couple of these, they should... help...” Justin began to order, 
though he noticed Maya was just shaking her head as he tried to hand her off the 
pill. He paused for a moment as she gradually reached out towards the side of the 
tank Donatello had been residing in, grabbing a hold of a notepad and pencil, 
scribbling on the paper before handing the pad off to Justin. He paused for a 
moment before dreadfully looking down at the pad, not entirely sure if he wanted to 
read whatever it was Maya had written down. But he did; it was his duty after all. He 
couldn’t help but shake his head before pressing the side of his palm against his 
forehead, pure hopelessness sweeping over him as he read Maya’s horrible 
handwriting. 


Already tried. Didn’t work. 


Justin sighed, dropping the note pad down on the table in front of him, knocking 
over all the items he had scattered across its surface but a moment earlier. It was 
quiet for a moment as Justin tried to ponder how to fix this; how to cure Maya’s 


ailment, but alas, he was completely clueless. He wasn’t even sure what had caused 
her to loser her voice in the first place, but if the usual methods of getting rid of 
these kinds of problems wasn’t working, he wasn’t sure what would. He cupped his 
mouth with his hand for a moment, rubbing his chin with the tip of his thumb before 
slowly turning to Maya, frightened, sad expression on her face. “Maya... You do 
realize we’re going to have to see a doctor about this, right?” Maya’s eyes 
immediately widened, and she furiously shook her head side to side in refusal. She 
didn’t want to go anywhere near a hospital, even if she somehow was completely 
able to talk. Justin cut her refusal off almost immediately though. “Maya; stop it. No 
one is going to get hurt; they just need to check out your throat, and then they'll 
probably going to give you some pills or something. No surgery, no IV’s or needles, 
they just need to look at your throat... alright?” Justin tried to calm her down. Maya 
sighed a bit, nodding her head with reluctant acceptance. 


“Don’t be scared. It’ll all be alright.” Justin tried to reassure her, grabbing a hold of 
her hand in a reassuring motion, gripping it between the two of his own the way one 
would hold someone’s hand at their deathbed. Probably not a very good comparison 
in retrospect. 


“| never know what’s worse about going to the doctor; the needles or the wait.” 


The two sat alone in a patient room, awaiting the doctor’s return with the results 
from an x-ray he had taken. Apparently he couldn’t figure it out just by looking 
down her throat or feeling her neck for anything out of place, so he figured the next 
best option would be to look at her skeleton. Yeah, I’m not sure how well that was 
going to work either, but he did it anyway. Maya sighed a bit, eyes poised towards 
the floor as she tried to keep her mind off of the issue at hand. This was all just too 
much for her to handle; all so concerning. Justin passed her a look of sympathy as 
she twiddled her thumbs, waiting for good news, for the cure to whatever was 
wrong with her speech. 


“Hey, chin up. I’m sure you probably just have a cold or something.” Justin tried to 
cheer her up, placing his hand along the width of her shoulder. She smiled for a 
brief moment, hopes raised as Justin tried to reassure her that everything would 
turn out for the better, even if she didn’t really believe him. Someone's voice 
doesn’t just disappear without a trace with a mere fever after all; and it had been 
like this for two days now. She shrugged a bit before turning her eyes back down to 
the floor beneath her. It wasn’t long before the two were interrupted by the sound 
of door creaking, sending a shiver of dread, but also hope down the spines of Justin 
and Maya, their eyes falling upon the doctor as he stepped through the door. 


“We've got the x-ray results back.” The doctor announced as he walked into the 
room, flipping pages on his clipboard, a slightly puzzled expression on his face as he 
scanned the x-rays for any inconsistencies that might have caused Maya to have 


lost her voice. | don’t think | need to tell you that look of confusion on the doctor’s 
face was less than reassuring for the two teenagers, out right scaring the living shit 
out of Maya as she fidgeted about in her chair, not anticipating hearing whatever 
news the doctor had come across. 


“That’s good, right?” Justin questioned as the doctor rubbed at his chin, jaw slightly 
unhinged as he continued to scan the x-rays now in his possession. Really, this 
doctor knew very little about subtlety given how obvious he was making it that he 
Saw something was amiss. Weren’t doctors supposed to try and lay the bad news on 
their patients easy? He was doing a horrible horrible job at it already. Justin could 
feel Maya’s hand slip out to grab his, gripping it tightly with fear, biting her bottom 
lip as the doctor paced around with the clipboard. 


“I've never seen anything quite like this...” The doctor mused out loud to himself; 
again, lacking in subtlety as he pondered the implications of the notes he had 
collected. Justin’s eyes darted about the room for a moment, avoiding staring at the 
doctor so that he could remain blind to the body language that clearly indicated he 
had less than pleasant news. 


“That’s good... right?” Justin questioned again, wanting some reassurance that shit 
had not hit the ceiling, that there was nothing wrong with Maya that some pills 
couldn't fix, that they were all worrying about nothing. He should have known better 
though thatn to try and deceive himself from what he could clearly see in the 
doctor’s reaction. The doctor shook his head, much to Maya’s dismay; her lips 
trembling slightly as though she wanted to just burst out in tears. She didn’t need to 
hear anymore, she already knew what he wanted to say anyway. 


“This is a sudden change in condition, correct?” The doctor questioned, inquiring 
into whether her loss of voice had just occurred, or if she had never been able to 
speak in the first place. Justin nodded his head a bit, not sure what that had to do 
with anything. The doctor quickly flipped around the x-ray, so that Justin and Maya 
could see what he was talking about as he spoke. “We ran a couple different kinds 
of x-rays; this one right here for example, should be showing the vocal cords... But 
as you can see. There’s nothing there. At first | thought that it was a problem with 
the way we took the x-ray; but when | look at the other scans... there’s nothing 
there either. It’s as if the vocal cords completely disappeared into thin air.” 


Justin and Maya stared at each other with great confusion and distress. Maya 
opened her mouth, as if she wanted to say something, though she closed it almost 
immediately afterwards; possibly because she realized she couldn’t say anything if 
she wanted to, partially because she had nothing to say. She didn’t even know how 
to feel about this. She got that the mute ray was what had actually done the deed, 
but other than that she just didn’t understand how any of this was possible. Or why 
it had to happen to her. Why had SHE been the one to get struck by the ray? She 
didn’t need to drag Naoto out of the way; hell, it would have been better for her if 


she didn’t... but she did. And now she was being punished for it. She was always 
being punished by the forces that be for doing a good deed. She was sick of it. But 
more importantly, she was afraid. Afraid of losing her voice permanently, being 
silent for the rest of her days. What was she even going to do to communicate with 
people; learn sign language? It was much too late for that. She didn’t know how to 
feel about this... except maybe very sad. 


“Disappeared? The fuck are you talking about!? Vocal chords don’t just disappear!” 
Justin shouted angrily. This had to be some cruel prank. It wasn’t physically possible 
for this to have even happened; the doctor had to be fucking with them. The doctor 
recoiled slightly at Justin’s foul language before readjusting himself, flipping through 
the pages on his clipboard again, shaking his head as he tried to ignore that fact 
that he was just cursed out by some teenager. He was just going to associate that 
with grief and not just Justin being a huge asshole. 


“That’s what | thought at first too, but x-rays don’t lie.” The doctor remarked with 
Slight annoyance. Justin had been leaning forward to snarl at the doctor, but as he 
got confirmation that this wasn’t just some sick joke the doctor was pulling on the 
two teenagers, he couldn’t help but feel every ounce of rage, of energy just flow out 
of his body, along with all of his hope for a solution to the problem. He soon sank 
into the chair, an expression of despair sweeping across his face all the while. 


“... Fhere’s nothing you can do, is there?” Justin questioned, already knowing the 
answer to an inquiry he had hoped he’d never have to ask. The doctor shook his 
head with slight sorrow, disappointed that he had to be such a bearer of bad news. 
“Can’t you just replace it or something!?” Justin shouted angrily after a moment, 
trying to cling to the last shreds of hope in his body, at just the slightest chance of 
Maya being able to speak again. The doctor just shook his head again though. 


“We've repaired damaged vocal chords before, but we cannot replace an entire 
vocal cord. I’m sorry, but there’s nothing we can do on the matter... I’d advise 
looking into some classes for learning sign language, carrying around a notepad or 
something to communicate with others... Maybe one day we'll find a way of 
implanting an entire vocal cord...” The doctor tried to reassure the two before 
leaving the room, not a word more. Not how to cope with it, or anything else they 
might need to know about her condition. He just left. By all accounts, he had to be 
one of the shittiest doctors on the face of the planet, just dropping a bomb on them 
like that and expecting to just deal with it. The two were quiet as the door closed 
behind the doctor, partially because not all of them had the option to not be silent. 
Words just couldn’t describe what had befallen them today. 


“.,.GODDAMMIT!” Justin finally shouted, letting his emotions get the better of him, 
turning around and punching the wall. You know; punching holes in the wall was 
probably not such a great idea at the doctor’s office. He was just glad that he hadn’t 
actually given the doctor his name, so there was no way they’d be able to track him 


down to pay for the damages. Well... It really wouldn’t be worth it anyway. Maya 
was weeping like a baby by this point; and if she could cry out in her sorrow, she 
probably would. But as it were, all she could do was silently shed tears, lips 
quivering as she tried to stop herself from breaking down. Justin quickly turned to 
wrap his arms around her, holding her tight in an attempt at trying to stop the tears. 
“Jesus Maya, I’m so sorry.” Justin apologized as she wept into the shoulder of his 
shirt. 


He wasn’t sure who to blame for all of this. The most obvious culprit would be 
Naoto’s shadow, the one who had pulled the trigger on that damn mute ray. Really, 
though, it would just be too easy putting all the blame on the being that had shot 
the gun; the one responsible was the one who had put Maya into a position where 
she could get hit by the shot. Blame should then fall on Naoto, right? It was her 
stupid ass plan that got them all in there in the first place, that got her shadow to 
emerge and launch that weapon at her. And if she hadn’t passed out, Maya 
wouldn’t have to drag her ass out of the way. She should have been the one who 
lost her voice, not Maya dammit... And then... Then there was Justin. He had 
stopped Maya from entering the television before to protect her, so that shit like 
this wouldn’t happen... but he eventually conceded to her pleas, over-riding his own 
judgment on the matter. And now this happened. He should have known better. The 
only one he could blame for all of this was himself for not sticking by his guns. “This 
is all my fault...” Justin could feel Maya’s head shaking in his shoulder blade, as if to 
deny his attempts to take the blame for her sudden condition. 


If only it were true. 


